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white shapelessness this thin, desolate, tiny cry
continued.

Gauntry was eager to be home; his high black
riding-coat was heavy with snow, he was weary and
chilled, but there was something in that cry that
moved him. A hard-bitten little man, leading
always his own life and telling everyone else to go
to the devil, nevertheless he was sentimental too:
so he turned his horse, crossed the bridge over the
stream, and, followed by the six hounds, guided
the animal through the snow, and, striking with
his whip on the gate of the courtyard, holloaed
three times.

There was no answer at all. The silence
settled down again. There was no sound but the
thin persisting cry. He hesitated as to his next
step. He had met Herries once and again, but
had no intimacy with him. Indeed, no one had.
He was said to be a queer customer, one not easy
to deal with, one who would not thank you for
uninvited interference.

Gauntry was just like that himself, and, for that
very reason, had always felt a sympathy with
Herries. He liked a man who told the world to
go to the devil: it was what the world was meant
for* Nevertheless, he was tired, cold, thirsty.
Why should he put himself about for a man who
would only curse him?

Then something about the stillness of the
house hit his attention. The place was but a ruin
in any case; under the snow he could fancy how
the boards creaked and the chimneys rocked.

He dismounted from his horse, pushed wide